THE    COLLECTOR                   9
Til show you some when we get in. I have some nice ones.'
That was like him. Everything bottled in alcohol, every-
thing tabulated and named. A man without a soul, a man
with a fly in his pocket. Flies should fly around. They were
of God. They should not be put in little boxes. It hurt Mm
to think of that fly's confinement. He wondered if it had
enough air.
el do not wish to see/ he said. 1 do not believe in them.'
The car was pulling up. He could see his girls: one in
cerise and one in primrose taffeta. They were standing out-
side his house.
'In what, Sebastian?*
cln ovaries.' Now what had the girls been doing? He
would never know. One could do much in a short time.
He stopped on his way to the girls and turned back.
'There is no reason why there should not be a little shrine.5
*A shrine?'
cYcs, it would keep the sun off their heads when they come
to my grave. I should not like anything to happen to them*5
To whom?9
The Americans who visit it. And there could be a little
shop beside it... my sketches, native curios... souvenirs of
all kinds. 'In this way they would remember it. It makes
an impression on people if they spend money.'
He turned towards the girls again. They had not moved.
He would never know what they had been doing___A
tableau vivant representing what? What was the phrase he
sought to explain them? And what did it matter? The impli-
cation was clear in his mind... things inexplicable... in-
scrutable___There was a man in ancient Greece who having
carved a statue embraced it and it came to life. Here was the
opposite. The living statues whom he possessed but never
reached... of whom he knew nothing. Perhaps because there
was nothing to know. They stood looking at him. Only his
dog ran forward.